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SYNOPSIS,

—

Kennoth  Griswold, an  unsiccessful
writer, bwcause af socinlimtie tendencies,
holds up Andesw Galhralth, president ot
the Hayou Btate Becuritles, in the presi-
dent’s private pfMoe and ssoapas with $li, -
M0 in ocnsh. By original methods he ex.
eapes the hue and cry and goes abourd
the Belle Julle ns o deckhand, Charlotte

rnham of Wahuska, Minn, who hiad
aeun him cash Galbralth’'s eheck In the
hank, recogniees him, and decldes to de-
nounce him. She ares the brutal mate
rescusd from drowning by Uriswold, Rhe
Inlkn to Giriswold and by his advice sends
& letter of betrayal to Galbralth anony-
mously  Grinwold is srrested on the ar.
rival of the bont at Bt Louls, but escapes
from his captors.  He decldes on Wa.
hnska, Minn, as a hiding place, and after
autl‘l!llnt himaelf  properly, tnkes the
train Margery Grierson, daughter of
J r Grierson, the financial magnate of
Wahuakn, starts & campalgn for socinl
recognition by the "old familiea” of the
town  CGriswold falls 1 on the sleepor
and Is cared for and taken o her home
In Wahaeka by Margery., who fnds (he
#tolen money In his suitease HroMn,
detoctive, takes the trall. Margery snks
her father to get Edward Hagmer into
finuncinl hot waler and then help  him
out of Wt Oriswold recovers to find the
atolen money gone. He mocta H-rnrr’u
socvial circle and forma a friendship with
Haymer, the iron manufacturer,

CHAPTER XIV.—Continued.

“Maurice, I've got to find that young
woman If | have to ehase her half-way
round the globe, and It's tough luck to
figure out that if you hadn't been in
such a blazing h—| of & hurry to
get your supper, that night, 1 might be
able to catch up with her in the next
forty-wight hours or so. But what's
done is done, and can't be helped,
Chase out and get your passenger
list for that trip. We'll take the wom:
@n as they come, and when you've
helped me cull out the names of the
ones you're sure It wasn't, I'll screw
my nut and quit buzzing you."

The clerk went below and returned
almost Immediately with the list. To
gether they went over it carefully, and
By dint of much memory wringing
Maurice was able to give the detee
tive leave to caocel ten of the 17
names In the women's list, the remain-
fog meven inecluding all the might-have
beens who could possibly be fitted
into the clerk's recollection of the
woman he had seen cliuging to the
saloon deck stanchion after her inter
view with the deckhand.

It was while he was walting for the
departure of the first north-bound
train that he planned the search for
the young woman, arranging the
names of the seven might-have-beens
in the order of accessibility as Indi-
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“I've Got to Find That Young Waman
If | Chass Her "Round the Globe.”

cated by the addresses glven in the
Belle Julle's register. In this arrange-
ment Miss Charlotte Farnham's name
stood as No, 1,

Landing in Walinska the next eve
nlug, BroMn's first request at the ho-
tel counter was for the directory, Run-
ning an cager finger down the “F's”
he came to the name. It was the only
Farnham In the list, and after It he
read: "Dr. Herbert C., office § to 10,
2 to 4, 201 Maln St, res, 16 Lake
boulevard.”

Then he reglistered for a room and
prepared to draw the net which he
hoped would entangle the lost iden-
tity of the bank robber. After a good
nlght's sleep In a real bed, he awoke
refreshed and alert, breakfasted with
an open mind, and presontly went
abont the net drawing methodically
and with every contingency carefully
provided for.

The first step was to assure him:
self beyond question that Miss Farn.
hism war the writer of the unsigned
lettar. This step he was able, by a
plece of great good fortune, to take
almonat immediately, A bit of morn
Ing gossip with the obliging clerk of
the Winnebago house developed the
fact that Doctor Farnham's daughter
had onece taught In the free kinder
garten which was one of the chark
table outreachings of the Wahaska
publlie library. Two blocks cast and
one  wouth; BroMn walked them
rromptly, made himself known to the
tibrarfan as & visitor interested in kin-

t dergarten work, and was cheerfully
shown the records. When he turned
to the pages signed “Charlotte Farn-
ham" the Iast doubt vanished and
Assurance was made sure. The anony-
mous letter writer was found

It was just heres that Matthew Rrof.
fin fell under the limitations of his
trade. Though the detective in real life
in as little an may be ke the Inspector
Buckets and the Javerts of flction, cer-
tain characteristics persist. When he
found himself face to face with the
stralghtforward expedient, the craft
limitations bound him., He thought of
a dozen good reapons why he should
make haute slowly;: and he recognized
In none of them the erafteman’s slant
toward Indirection—the tradition of
the trade which diacounts the stralght
forward attack and puts a premium
upon the methods of the deerstalker

Sooner or later, of course, the at
tack must be made,
prentice, he told himself, would he
foolish enough to make It without
mapping out all the hazards of the
ground over which it must he made
In a word, he must “place” Miss Forn:
ham precisely; make s earefu! study
of the young woman and her environ-
ment, to the end that every thiead of
advantage should be In his hands when
he should finally force her to m con:
fession. For by now the assumption
that she knew the mysterious bank
robhber was no longer hypothetieal In
HroMn's mind: It had grown to the di-
menslons of a conviction.

With the patient curlosity of his
tribe he suffered no detall, however,
trivial, to escape its jotting down, To
famillarize himself with the goings
and comings of one young woman, he
made the aequalntance of an entire
town.  He knew Jasper Grierson's am-
bitlon, and Its frultage in the practiesl
ownership of Wahaskn. He knew that
Edward Raymer had borrawed money
from Grierson’s bank-—and was likely
to be unable to pay it when his notes
fell due, He had heard it whispered
that there had onee been a love affalr
between young Raymer and Miss Farn-
ham. and that it had been broken off
by Raymer's infatuation for Margery
Girlerson, Also, Inst ane least impor-
tant of ull the gossiping detalls, as it
seemed at the time, he learned that
the betwitching Miss Grierson was a
creature of fada; that within the past
month or two she had returned from a
Florida trip, bringing with her a sick
| man, a total stranger, who had been

pleked up on the train, taken to the
luro-at house on the lake shore and
| nuraed hack to life as Miss Grierson's
| Intest deflance of the conventions,
It should have been & memorable
4 day for Madhew BroMfin when he had
' this #lck man pointed out to him as
| Miss Grierson's companion in the high
trap. But Brofiin was sufMelently hu:
man to see only a very beautiful young
woman sitting correctly erect on the
 slanting drivingseat, To be sure, he
SAW A man, a8 one secs a vanishing g
ure in a kaleldoscope, But there was
nothing in the clean-shaven face of the
gaunt, and as yet rather haggard, con-
valescent to evoke the falntest thrill
of Interest-—or of memory,

—_— —

CHAPTER XV,

In the Burglar-Proof.

A week and a day after the opening

of new vietas at Mlss Grierson's “eve.
inlng." Griswold— Raymer's interces.
#lon with the Widow Holeomb having
paved the way--took a favorable op
| portunity of announcing his intention
 of leaving Mereside. It figured as a
| grateful disappolntment to him-—one
of the many she was constantly giving
bimy—that Margery placed no obstacles
in the way of the Intention. On the
contrary, she approved the plan,

“l know how you feel” she sald
nodding complete  comprehension
“You want to have a place that you
can call your own; a place where you
can go and come as you please and
settle down to work. You are going
to work, wren't you%—on the book, |
mean?"’

Griswold replaced In (ts proper
niche the volume he had been reading
It was Adam Smith's “"Wealth of Na.
tions,” and he had been wondering by
what fronlesl chanee it had found a
place in the banker's lbrary.

“Yeu; that Is what | mean to do,”
he returned. “HBut it will have to be
done 1 such scraps and parings of
time as 1T cun save from some bread
and-butter occupation. One must eat
to live, you know."

Bhe waw sitting on the arm of one
of the big library lounging-chulrs and
looking up at him with a smile that
was suspiciously fnnocent and child
ke,

“You mean that you will have ‘o
work for your living?" she asked.

“Kxactly.”

“What wera you thinking of doing?"

“1 don't know." he confessed.

Again  he wsurprised the lurking
smlile in the veivety eyes, but this time
It was half-mischievous,

“We have a college hore In Wahas
kn, and you might get a place on the
faculty,” she suggested; adding: “As
a;: !nllmemr in philosopby, for exam-
ple."

“Philosophy? that (s the one thing
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in the world that | know least about.”

"Oh, but | do mean It, honestly,” sha
averred.  "You are a philosopher,
really and truly, and 1 can prove It
Do you feel ejual to another little
drive downtown?"

“Being a philosopher, | ought to be
equal to anything,” he postulated; and
he went upstairs to get a street cost
and his hat

Bhe had disappeared when he came
down again, and he went out to sit on
the sun-warmed veranda while he wait-
ed. He had already forgotten what
#he had sald about the object of the
drive—the proving of the phllosophie
charge against him—and was looking
forward with keenly pleasurable an-
tieipations to another outing with her,
the wecond for that day. It had come
to this, now; to admitting frankly the
charn which he was still ealling sensu.
ous, and which, in the moments of In-
sight recurring, as often as they can
be borne to the imaginative, and
vouchsafed now and then even to the
wayfaring, he waas still disposed to
characterize as un appeal to that
which was least worthy in him

Passing easily to Miss Farnham the
fdeal from Miss Grierson the flosh-and:
blood reality, he was moved to won.
der mildly why the tate which had
brought him twice Into critieally Inth
mate relations with her was now deny-
Ing him even & chanee meeting For a
week or more he had been going out
dafly; sometimes with Miss Grierson
In the trap., but oftener afoot and

But only an ap- |

then to the custodian: “You needn't
stay; U'll ring when we want to be let
out "

Griawold followed in mild bewilder
ment when she turned aside to one of
the little mahogany-lined ocells aset
apart for the use of the safe-holders,
saw  her press the button which
switched the lights on, and mechani
oally obeyed her signal to close the
door. When their complete privacy
wae assured, she put the japaoned box
on the tiny table and motioned him to
one of the iwo chalrs.

“Do you know why [ have brought
you here?" she asked, when he was
sitting within arm'ereach of the small
black bhox,

“How should 17" he said. “You take
me where you please, and when you
please, and | ask no questions, | am
too well content to be with you to
care very much about the whys and
wherafores”

commended, with the frank [little
laugh which he hud come to know and
to aeek to provoke. She was standing
agniast the opponite cell wall with her
shoulders squared and her hunds be
hind her: the poss, whether Intention-
al or natural, was drumatically perfect
and altogether bewitehing. "1 wan
born to be your fairy godmother, |
think.,” sha went on Joyvously. “Tell
me. when you bought your tieket to
Wahaska that night in 8t Louis, were
you meaning to come here o find
work?"

“No," be adwitted;
then”

“What beeame of 1™

“I don’t know
stolen from me on the train. It was in
a package In one of my suitcanes; and
Doctor Farnham said

"I know; alsa he told you that we
didn't ind any money?”

“Yen; he told me that, too. We
agreed that somebody must have gone
through the grips on the train”

“8o you just lot the money go?

“So | just let it go"

Bhe waus luughing ngaln and the he-
dazzling eyves were dancing with de.
light,

“I told you | was going to prove that
you are a philosopher'” she oxulted,
“Bour old Diogenes himee!f couldn’t
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"Upen Tnat Box un the | aAcie, Flease."

alone. The walking excursions had
led him most frequently up and down
the lakeside drive, but the doctor's
house stood well back In Its enclosure,
and there was much shrubbery. Once
he heard her volee: she was reading
aloud to someone on the vine-screened
porch. And once again In passing, he
hod caught & glimpse of a shapely arm
with the loose sleeve falling away
from It as It was thrust upward
through the porch greenery to pluck
a bud from the erimson rambler, add-
ing its graceful mass to the clamber-
ing vines. It was rather disappoint-
ing, but he was not impatient. In the
fullness of time the destiny which had
twice Intervened would Intervene
again. He was as certain of it as he
was of the day-today renewal of his
strength and vitality; and he could af-
ford to wait, For, whatever else might
happen in & mutable world, neither an
ideal nor its embodiment may suffer
change.

As if to ndd the touch of definlteness
to the presumptive conclusion, a volee
broke In upon his reverie; the volee of
the young woman whose most alluring
charm was her many-sided changeful-
ness, as If she had marked his preoc-
cupled gaze and divined its object:
“You must have a little more patience,
Mr. Griswold. All things come to him
who walts. When you have left More-
side finally, Doctor Bertle will some
time take you home to dinner with
him."

For his own peace of mind, Gris
wold hastily assured himself that it
was only the wildest of chance shots,
Stnee the day when he had admitted
that he knew Miss Farnham's unme
without knowing Miss Farnhum In per-
#on, the doctor's daughter had never
been mentloned between them

“How did you happen to guess that
I wan thinking of the good doctor?" he
anked, curiously.

“You were not thinking of Doctor
Bertle; yru were thinking of Doctor
Rertle's ‘only,'" wan the laughlng con-
tradiction; and Griswold was glad thut
the coming of the man with the trap
saved him from the necessity of fall-
ing any farther into what might casily
prove to be a dangerous pitfall It was
not the firat time that Misa Grierson
hud seemed able to read his Inmost
thoughts,

The short afternoon drive paused
at the curb In front of Jasper Grier-
son's bank and s moment later he
found himself bringing up the rear of
a procession of three, led by & youny
woman with & bunch of keys at her
girdle,

"Number three-forty-five-A, please,”
hig compnnion wae saying to the young
woman custodian, and he stood aside
und admired the workmanship of the
complicsted timedocks while the two
entered the electriclighted safety de-
posit vault and jointly opened one of
the multitude of small safes. When
Miss Grierson ceame out, she was car
rylng & small, Japanned document box
under her arm, and her eyes were
shining with & soft light that was new
to the man who was walting In the
ecorridor. “"Come with me to one of

the coupon rooms,” she sald; and

have been more superbly indiferent to

| the goods tae gods provide Open that

I box on the tuble, please ™

[ He did It half-absently; at the first
#ight of the brown-paper packet with:

‘in, the electric bulb suspended over |

the table geemed to grow bluck and
the mahogany walle of the tiny room
to spin dizzily. Then, with a click
that he fancied hie could hear, the buz-
zing mental machinery stopped and
roversed Itaelf, A cold sweat, clammy
and wsickening. started out on him
when he realized that the reversal had
made him once ngain the crafty, cor
nered eriminal, ready to fight or fly—
or to glay, If a life stood in the way of
escape., Without knowing what he did,
he closed the box and got upon his
feet, eyeing her with a growing feroc.
ity thaut he could neither banish nor
control.

“l ser: you wera a little beforehand
with the doctor,” he yald, and he
gtrove to say It naturally; to keep the
mulignant devil that was whispering
In his ear from dictating the tone us
well as the words,

“I wan, Indeed; several days before.
hand,” she bousted, still joyously ex-
ultant.

“You--you opened the package?” he
went on, onea more puthing the im-
portunate devil aside

“Naturally, How else would 1 have
known that it waa worth locking up?"

Her coolness astounded hilm, If she
knew the whole truth— and the demon
at his ear was assuring bim that she
must know f{t- she must also know
that she was confronting a great
peril; the peril of one who voluntarily
shuts himself into a trap with the fear-
maddened wild thing for which the
trap was balted and set. e was
stendying himself with a hand on the
tuble when he sald: “Well, you opened
the package; what did you find out?”

“What did 1 find out?’ He heard her
half-hesitant repetition of his query,
and for one flitting Instant he made
sure that he saw the fear of death in
the wide-open eyer 'hat were lifted to
his. But the next nstant the eyes
were laughing at him, and she was
going on confidently. “Of course, as
soon as 1 untied the string 1 saw It
was money—a lot of money; and you
can imagine that [ tied it up again,
quickly, and didn’t lose any more time
than 1 could help In putting It away
in the oafest place 1 could think of.
Kvery day since you began to get well,
I'vk been expecting you Lo say somo-
thing about it; but as long as you
wouldn't, | wouldn't.,”

Slowly the blood came back into the
saner channels, and the whispering
demon at his car grew lesn artieulate,
He took the necessary forward step
and stood before her, And his answer
wius no answer at all.

“Misp Grierson—Muargery —are you
telling me the truth?—all of 1t?" he de-
manded, secking to pinion the soul
which lay beyond the deepest depth
of the limpid eyes,

Her laugh was us cheerful as a bird
song

“Telling you the triggh? How could
you suspect me of such a thing! No,
my good friend: no woman ever tells
a man the whole truth when she can
help 1t. 1 didn't find your money, and
1 didn't look L up In poppa's vault: |
am merely playing a part in a deep
and diabolical plot to—"

Griswold forgot that he was her poor
beneflelary: forgot that she had taken
him In ss her guest; forgot, in the
mad joy of the reactionary moment,
everything that he should have remem-
bered—saw nothing, thought of noth-
ing save the flushed face with its glo-

rious eyes and tempting lips: the eyes
and lips of the davighter of wen

“Oh. how nileely you say It!" she |

—————— o — o

“I had money. she sald, and her tone was an coloriess

| fall
I ruppone It was | |y the wonderful eyes: "1 think you

| self unable to forget,

-

Hhe broke away from him hotly
after he had taken the flushed face be
tween his hands and kissed her: broke
away to drop Into the chair at the
othar side of the table, hiding the
flashing eyes and the burmning cheeks
and the quivering lips In the crook of
a round arm which mads room for It-
#¢lf on the narrow table by pushing
the japanned money-box off the oppo-
wite edge

It was the normal Griswold who
pleked up the box and put It on the
other chalr, gravely and methodioslly.
Then he stood before her agaln with
his back to the wall, walting for what
every gentle drop of blood In his veins
was telling him he richly demerved.
His punishment was long In coming;
no long that when he made sure she
was orying, he began to invite it

“Bay IL," he suggested gently, "you
neadn't apare me at all. The only ex-
cuse | could offer would only make the
offense atill greater”

8he looked up quickly and the dark
eyes were awimming, Dut whether the
tears were of anger or only of outraged
generonity he could not tell,

“Then there was an excuse?’ she
flashed up at him

“No,” he denied, aa one who finds
the second thought the worthler;
“thers was no exouse.”

Bhe had found a flmy bit of lace
bordered linen at her belt and was
furtively wiping her lips with It

“1 thought perbaps you might be
able to—to invent one of some sort,”

as the gray skies of an autumn night
And then, with a childlike appenl

will have to help me a lttle—out of
your bronder experience, you know.
What ought 1 to do?"

His reply eame hot from the refining
fire of self-abasement.

“You should write me down As one
who wnsn't worthy of your loving-kind:
ness and compassion, Miss Grierson.
Then you should eall the custodian
and turn me out”

“But  afterward” shp persisted
pathetically. “There must be an after-
wnrd L1

“I ' am Ieavirg Mereside this eve.
ning,” he reminded her. “It will be
for you to say whether ita doors sball
aver open to me angain.”

Bhe took the thin safety-deposit key
from her glove and lald it on the ta
ble,

“"You have made me wish there
hadn't been any money,” she lamented.
with a sorrowful little cateh in her
volce that stubbed him lke a kolfe. 1
haven't 5o many friends that I can af-
ford to lose them recklessly, Mr. Gris-
wold.”

“Damn the money'" he exploded;
and the malediction came out of u full
heart.

Hur fingers had found the bell.push
and were pressing it. When the cus-
todian opened the door, Miss Grierson
was her polseful sclf again,

“Numbar three-forty-five-A is Mr,
Kenneth Griswold’'s box, now,” she an-
nounced briefly. “Please register it in
his name, and then help bim to put it
away and lock it up.”

Bhe hed risen to mes .
timea he had mounted the ulepn wnu
he knew that her first glance wus ap-
praisive, He had confidenuy coutiied
upon being mistaken for a4 strangs pa-
tient in search of the doctor, and be
was not disappointed.

“You are looking for Doctor Farmse
bam?" she began. “"He Ia at his of
floe—201 Mailn street.”

BroMn was diggiog o bhis pocked
for a card,

"l know well enough whare your
father's office s, but you are the one
I wanted to sea,” he snid; and he
gava her the round.cornersd card with
Its blagonment of his name and em-
ployment.

He was watching ber narrowly whan
she read the name and its underiine,
and the quick indrawing of the breath
and the little shudder that went with
it were not thrown away upon him.
But the other slgns; the pressing of
the even teeth upon the lower lip and
the coming snd going of three stralght
lines between the hall-closed eyon
were not so favorable,

“Will you coms Into the bouss,
Mr.—" she bhad to look st the card
ugaln to get the name—"Mr, Broffin 1"
she asked

“Thank you, miss; I1t's plenty good
enough out here for me If It s for
you", he returned, beginning to fear
that the common civilities were giv-
ing her time to get behind her de
fenses.

“l guess wa can take it for granted
that you know what | want, Miss
Farnham,"” bhe began abruptly, when
he had shifted his chair to face her
rocker. "Something like three months
ago, or thereabouts, you went loto &
bank In New Orleans to get a draft
cashed, While you were at the pay-
Ing tellers’ window a robbery was
committed, and you saw it done aud
saw the man that did it. V've coms
to get you to tell me the man's
name,”

“l have told it once, In & letter to
Mr. Galbralth.”

Broffin nodded. “Yes; in a letter
that you didn't sign. ['ve come all
the way from New Orleans (o get
you to tell me his real name, Miss
Farnham."

“Why do you think 1 can tell you?!
wna the undisturbed query,

“A lot of little things," sald the de
tective, who was slowly coming to his
own In the matter of self-assurance.
“In the first place, he spoke to you
fn the bank, and you answered him,
Isn’t that so?"

Bhe nodded again. “You know so
mueh, It is surprising that you don't
know It all, Mr. Hrofin,” she com-
mented, with gentle sarcasm.

“The one thing | don't know Is the
thing you're goin' to tell me—his real
name.” bhe insisted. “That's what I've
come here for"

In spite of her Inexperience, which,
In Mr. Hroffin'sa fleld, was no less than
total, Charlotte Farnham had Imagl-
nation, and with it & womanly zest for
the matehing of wits with & man

Girlswold went through the motlons
with the key-bearing young woman
half-nbsently. Man-llke, he was ready |
to be forglven and comforted; and |
there was at least oblivion In her
charming little shudder as the custo-
dian shot the bolts of the gute to let |
them out.

“Broe-r!™ she shivered, "1 ean never
stand here and look at the free people |
out there withiout faneying myself In
a prison, It must be a dreadful thing
to be shut awny belind bolts and bars, |
forgotten by everybody. and yet your- |
Do you ever
have such foollsh thoughts, Mr. (iril-i
wold?” |

For one polgnant second fear leaped
allve agaln and he called himself no |
better than a lost man. But the eyes
that were lifted to his were the eyes |
of a questioning ohild, s guilelessly in-
nocent that he immediately suffered
another relapse into the pit of self-de- |
splsings

“You have made me your prisoner,
Misa Grierson,” he sald, speaking to
his own thought rather than to hes
question.  And when they reached the
sldewalk and the trap: “May | bid you
good-by here and go (o my own plage ™

“Of course not!" she protested. “Mr.
Raymer s coming to dinner tonight
and he will drive you over 1o Mrs, Hol
comb's afterward, if you really think
you must go”

And for the first time in their com-
ings and goluogs ahe let him It her to
the high driving-seat.

CHAPTER XVI,
Converging Roads.

Matthew Brofin had been two weeks
and half of & third an unobtrusive spy
upon the collective activities of the
Wahaskan soclal group which includ-
od the Farnhams before he declded
that nothing could be galned by ‘ur-
ther delay

Having his own private superstition
about Friday, Broffin chose a Wednes-
day afternoon for his call at the house
on the lake front, It wam a resplen.
dent day of the early sumimer, which,
in the Minnesota Iatitudes, springs,
Minervalike, full grown from the nod-
diug head of the wintry Jove of the
North In the doctor's front yard the
grass was vividiy green, gladioll and
jonquila bordered the path with »
bravery of color, and the buds of the
clambering rose on the porch trellis
were swelling to burat thelr calyxes.

BroMn turned in ftrom the sidewalk
and closed the gate nolselessly behind
him. While he had been thres doors
away in the lakefronting n
small pooket

Inr bad
him that the
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“Damn the Money!"” He Exploded.

whose chief occupation was the meas
uring of his own wit against the subtle
cleverness of criminals, Therefore she
accepted the challenge.

“1 did my whole duty at the time.
Mr. Brofiin,” she demurred, with a
touch of coldness In her volce. *“If
you were careless enough to let him
escape you at 8t. Louls, you shouldnt
come to me, | might say very justly
that it was never any affalr of mine."”

Matthew Broflin's gifts were subtle
only in his dealings with other men;
but he was shrewd enough to know
that his last and best chance with a
woman lay In sn appeal to her fears.

“ 1 don't know what made you write
this letter, in the firrt »duce,” he sald,
taking the wellthumbed . mer from
his coat pocket; “but I « v wall
enough now why you dide o gm0,
and why you didu't put ‘43 inan's res!
name in it. You—you and him-—fixed

just said to me—that you'd done your
But you haven't finished doin’
you duty yet. The law says—" .
“l know very well that ﬁlﬂ;

woman he
to call was
poreh rocker
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